

















Allan's Answer 





Allan was over at Roy’s house, and 
Roy was trying to get him to play a new 
card game he had bought downtown. 

He wasn’t getting very far. 

You will remember that last week I told 
you how Allan explained to Roy that there 
were three kinds of cards. The first was 
gambling cards, which, Allan told Roy, no 
Christian ever plays with. 

The second was the flash-card type, 
which is played in order to learn valu- 
able information. 

Then Roy asked, “What's the third 
kind?” And then we ran out of space. 

“The third kind ” Allan smiled. 
“Well, Dad said the third kind was all the 
rest. You don’t gamble with them, to be 
sure, but you don’t learn anything from 
them, either. I think Dad would put your 
new game in this group.” 

“Well, but,” spluttered Roy, 
wrong with the game?” 
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“What's good about it?” said Allen. 

“Oh, er, I don’t know,” said Roy. “But 
it’s relaxing, and if there’s nothing wrong 
with it, why shouldn’t we play it?” 

“My dad gave me a pretty good answer 
to that one,” said Allan. “Watch.” 

Roy saw Allan take out his purse and 
spread a lot of pennies on one end of the 
table. Then Allan laid several silver coins 
on the other end. 

“I made collections on my paper route 
yesterday,” he explained, smiling. “Now, 
I’ll say to you what Dad said to me. ‘If I 
were to tell you that you could keep every 
coin you could pick up in three seconds, 
would you start by picking up the pennies 
or by picking up the silver?’” 

“I'd start with the silver,” said Roy 
quickly. 

“Why not start with the pennies?” chal- 
lenged Allan. ‘““There’s nothing wrong with 
them.” 

“I didn’t suppose there was,” said Roy. 
“But if I had only three seconds, I’d want 
to get as much as I could.” 

“Exactly,” crowed Allan. “That’s where 
my Dad caught me. He said, ‘If you aren’t 
content to use your three seconds collecting 
pennies when there is silver available, why 
are you willing to spend your life doing 
things that have nothing wrong with them, 
when there are so many good things to do? 
Remember son,’ he said, ‘you have only a 
little while to prepare a character for eter- 
nity.’” 

“That was a pretty good answer,” Roy 
admitted. “But what is there a fellow can 
do that’s fun?” 

“Lots of things,” said Allan. “I’m just 
finishing up a model airplane. Say, why 
don’t you come over and help me put the 
motor in? Then I’m working on a bird 
house for my little brother. We’re going to 
get the MV Honor in birds this year. And 
as soon as there are enough butterflies to 
catch, I’m going to start a collection. Oh, 
there’s lots to do that’s better fun than 
cards.” 

Well, that was Allan’s answer. I think 
it was a good one. How about you? 


Your friend, 


mm Ware? 





THE LAST DAY OF SCHOOL 


By E. A. WARREN 


_ last day of school before vacation— 


that’s the day all boys and girls look for- 


ward to. 

And at Fred’s school it was just the same. 
Usually the whistle blew at nine o'clock 
and the students went indoors. After the 
morning prayers Mr. Willmore let them all 
out to play till eleven, and then they went 
in again to be formally dismissed. It was the 
kind of school day every boy and girl en- 
joyed! 


“Hands out!” ordered Mr. 


Would it be the same this year? Well, it 
began to look like it. Whistl—morning 
prayers—then out to play. Just the same as 
usual. That meant more than an hour and a 
half for playtime. Lovely! 

After they had been playing for a while 
some of the older boys had a bright idea. 
Why shouldn't all the boys go for a run 
through the country, over the brook, and 
back to school again? They could get back 
before eleven. Why not? To page 17 





Willmore. And then he started down that long line of sixty boys. 
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The SWIM at HIDDEN LAKE 


By TOMMY TUCKER 


HEN B-B saw who it was, a frown 

creased his face. He and Pug were not 
exactly the best of friends. Around Weston 
Falls, Pug was known as a bully. But this 
time Pug didn’t make any sneering re- 
marks about B-B’s nickname. 

Instead, to B-B’s astonishment, he smiled. 
“Hi!” 

“Hi,” returned B-B. 

“Couple of kids and I are going to Hid- 
den Lake Sunday,” Pug said. B-B waited, on 
guard against tricks. 

Pug brushed back a mop of dark-brown 
hair that had fallen over his forehead, and 
added, “We plan to have a lot of fun. Swim- 
ming and all. Jerry. Scott. And me. Er, you 
want to come along? Can you swim?” 

B-B nodded. “Sure, I can swim. But a 
he hesitated. “Well, I'd have to ask Dad 
first.” 

“Sure. Well, let me know in the morn- 
ing. Tomorrow's Friday. Early Sunday 
morning we'll be heading up there. Better 
get your Mom to pack a lunch for you.” 

“Sounds neat,” B-B said approvingly. 

“It'll be great,” Pug said, and, still smiling, 
turned away and headed across the play- 
ground. 

B-B’s father frowned when B-B told him 
of Pug’s invitation. “I don’t know what to 
say. 

“I know Pug’s got a bad reputation—but 
maybe, Dad,” B-B said, “he’s trying to 
change; maybe he’s sorry and 7 

“I doubt it, B-B. I don’t approve of Pug. 
I don’t think he’s the type of boy you should 








be with. Nor Scott and Jerry. They aren't 
good Christians, you know.” 

“Aw, but, Dad. F 

Dad motioned for silence. “No. I'm 
serious about this, B-B. You see, we have 
to watch little things: a slip here, a slip 
there can make for big slips later on. As- 
sociating with the wrong type of boys . 
He shook his head. “People judge you by 
the people you associate with.” 

“But, Dad! I want to go swimming!” 
B-B said. 

But his father remained firm in his deci- 
sion. “I know you think I’m old and stuffy, 
but I see things in a different light from the 
way you do. Sometimes parents know a little 
bit more about these things than their chil- 
dren.” He smiled. “I’m sorry, B-B.” 

“Sure, Dad,” B-B said. He forced a smile, 
then left the room too quickly. 

It was on Saturday night that B-B’s father 
told B-B of his plans. “I was at the office 
yesterday—after talking with you about Pug 
and the swimming plans—and I arranged 
things so that I won't have to work on any 
reports Sunday. So if you want to round up 
some friends, we can head up to Hidden 
Lake ourselves, and x 

“Dad! Say, that’s great!” B-B burst out. 

Dad grinned. “Better call your friends 
tonight—-so they'll be ready in the morning.” 

“Sure, Dad. Sure!” 

They picked up the boys at the corners 
near their houses in the station wagon: 
Bobby, Skip, Eddie, Dick. 

The six of them headed up the winding 
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road to Hidden Lake. B-B had never sus- 
pected that his dad knew so much about 
swimming. The morning passed so quickly: 
swimming lessons, races across the quict end 
of the lake, which circled in and out around 
the hills, and then it was lunchtime. 

At last, returning later that afternoon, 
tired, exhausted, after a wonderful day, they 
made plans to go again the following Sun- 
day. 

“Dad,” B-B said that evening. “Thanks 


ot.” 
* ei. telephone rang just then for B-B. 


“Hey, B-B, this is Scott. I just wanted to 
let you know something. I saw you and your 
dad and the kids at Hidden Lake ” He 
paused. “Well, it’s just that,’ he said a 
moment later, “that I’m glad you didn’t fall 
into Pug’s trap. He had a whole bunch of 
tricks up his sleeve. Some of them were 
dangerous.” 

“Then my dad was right,” B-B said aloud. 

“Huh?” Scott said. 

B-B explained. 

Then Scott said, “You know, B-B, I’ve 
got to thinking—about Pug and those boys. 
I don’t like them, really—I like someone 
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who's honest. Someone who's good all the 
way through. I watched you and your dad 
swimming today—the rest of us were at the 
other end of the lake, but 1 headed down 
your way. Well, it’s just that 

“Go on.” 

“Well, I think we could be good friends, 
once we got tv know each other.” 

There was an awkward pause, then B-B 
suggested. “Why don’t you come with us 
next Sunday when my dad takes us there 
again?” 

“That'd be swell!” Scott said. “I'd love 
to come with you.” 

Later B-B said to his dad, “I’m sure glad 
you said No about the swimming with Pug 
and his friends. Scott called, said they had 
had tricks waiting for me. I suppose there 
are lots of things fellows my age don’t 
see, lots of dangers that only parents see, 
huh, Dad? Fellows like me think only of 
the present; we don’t see all the things that 
parents can from their experience. 

“It almost makes—well, it almost makes a 
fellow kind of scared—thinking of all the 
trouble he might get into if—if it weren't 
for dads like you.” To page 17 








B-B was glad he hadn’t gone with Pug when he discovered how much his dad knew about swimming. 
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JOHN G. PATON 
MISSIONARY TO CANNIBALS 
CHAPTER 17 


The Story of Mungaw and Nasi 


ADAPTED FROM JAMES PATON 


MAX” young men asked Litsi to marry 
them, but she scornfully replied, “I 
am queen of my own island, and when I 
like I will ask a husband to marry me, as the 
great Queen Victoria did!” 

Litsi was the only daughter of Chief 
Namakei. She had come to live with us 
while very young, and had grown up to be 
a bright and attractive Christian girl. Now it 
was time to get married. 

Her first husband was the tallest and most 
handsome man on Aniwa, but he was a 
giddy fool. He died early, and Litsi returned 
to live with us at the mission house. 

Her second marriage had everything to 
commend it, but it resulted in indescribable 
disaster. Mungaw was the lucky man this 
time. He was heir to a chief, had been 
trained with us, and gave every evidence of 
decided Christianity. They were married in 
the church, and lived in the greatest happi- 
ness. He was a good speaker, and held high 
office. Finally he was chosen chief of one 
half of the island. 

Once, when he’ was working on the 
church building, two men armed with mus- 
kets threatened to shoot him. Hearing of 
the quarrel, I rushed to the scene, and 
heard him saying to the men, “Don’t call 
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me a coward, or think me afraid to die. I 
am no longer a heathen; I am a Christian, 
and wish to treat you as a Christian should.” 

Two loaded muskets were leveled at him. 
I seized one in each of my hands, and held 
their muzzles high in the air, so that, if dis- 
charged, the balls might pass over his head 
and mine; and thus I stood for some minutes 
pleading with them. 

Others soon came to the rescue and dis- 
armed the men. After much talk they said 
they were ashamed of themselves and 
promised to behave better in the future. Next 
day they sent a large present as a peace 
offering to me, but I refused to receive it till 
they should first of all make peace with the 
young chief. They sent a larger present to 
him, praying him to receive it, and to forgive 
them. Mungaw brought a still larger pres- 
ent in exchange, laid it down at their feet 
in the public ground, shook hands wit 
them graciously, and forgave them in t 







presence of all the people. His constant e 


ing was, “I am a Christian, and I must do 
the conduct of a Christian.” 

On one of my trips to Australia I took 
the young chief with me, hoping his elo- 
quent speeches and noble personality would 
make the Sabbath schools and churches more 

















interested in missions. And everywhere | 
took him the people were greatly impressed. 

We found a house to live in in St. Kilda. 
But while on a journey, my wife was sud- 
denly seized with a dangerous illness. The 
doctor said she would not be able to travel 
for some time and that I would have to stay 
with her. I decided to send Mungaw back 
to St. Kilda. One of the railway guards 
promised to look after him. 

He had to change trains in Melbourne. 
re some white wretches, pretending to 
gentlemen, offered to help him get on 

the right train. They assured the guard 
that they were friends of mine, and were 
interested in our mission, so he turned 
Mungaw over to them. But they took him, 
instead, to some den of infamy in Mel- 
bourne, and tried to make him drink. He 
refused. They threw him down on a sofa 
and poured drinks or drugs into him till he 
was nearly dead. Then they took what little 
money he had with him, and thrust him out 
on the street unconscious, with only one 
penny in his pocket. 

On becoming conscious, he asked a 
policeman for help. But the policeman 
either did not understand or would not 
interfere, and refused to help him. Hearing 
an engine whistle, he followed the sound, 
and found his way to Spencer Street Station, 
where he tried to buy a ticket with his 


penny, but in vain. At last 
a sailor took pity on him, 
got him sorne food, and led 
him to the right station, 
where he could get a train 
for St. Kilda. There he stood 
for a whole day, trying to buy a ticket, only 
to meet with refusal after refusal, till he 
broke down, and cried aloud in such English 
as desperation gave him: 

“If me savvy road, me go. Me no savvy 
road, and stop here me die. My Missi Paton 
live at Kilda. Me want go Kilda. Me no 
money. Bad fellow took all! Send me 
Kilda!” 

Some gentle Samaritan gave him a ticket, 
and he reached our house at St. Kilda at last. 
There for more than three weeks the poor 
creature lay in a stupid doze. Our friends 
couldn’t persuade him to eat, and he only 
rose now and then for a drink of water. 

When my wife was able to travel, and we 
returned to St. Kilda, we found dear Mungaw 
dreadfully changed in appearance and in 
conduct. Twice thereafter I took him with 
me on mission work, but, on medical ad- 
vice, we sent him back as soon as possible to 
the islands. We hoped everything would be 
well after he got back to his own land and 
people. But his malady developed dangerous 
and violent symptoms, characterized by 
long periods of quiet and sleep, and then 





| seized the muskets in both my hands, holding them with the muzzles pointing up so that if they 
were fired the bullets would go over my head, while | pleaded with the men not to shoot Mungaw. 
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sudden paroxysms, in which he destroyed 
property, burned houses, and was a terror 
to all. 

On our return he was greatly delighted, but 
he complained bitterly that the white men 
“had spoiled his head,” and that when it 
“burned hot” he did all these bad things, 
for which he was extremely sorry. One day 
he deliberately tried to kill me, and most 
cruelly abused his dear and gentle wife, 
and then, when the frenzy was over, he wept 
and lamented over it. Many a time he 
marched round and round our house with 
loaded musket and spear and tomahawk, 
while we had to keep doors and windows 
locked and barricaded; then the paroxysm 
passed off, and he slept, long and deep, like 
a child. When he came to himself, he wept 
and said, “The white men spoiled my head! 
I know not what I do. My head burns hot, 
and I am driven.” 

One day, in the church, he leaped up 
during worship with a loud war cry, rushed 
off to his own house, set fire to it, and 
danced around till everything he possessed 
was burned to ashes. Nasi, a bad Tannese 
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chief living on Aniwa, threatened to shoot 
him. Others encouraged him to do so, as 
Mungaw was growing every day more and 
more destructive and violent. 

Remember, there was no asylum or prison 
on Aniwa. When any person became out- 
rageous or insane, it was the custom to 
hold him fast and fire a musket close to his 
ear. If the shock did not bring him back to 
his senses, they would tie him up for two 
days or so. Finally, if that did not restore 
him, they would shoot him dead. So Nasi’s 
plan agreed with their own customs. 

One night, after family worship—for 
amidst all his madness, when clear moments 
came, Mungaw poured out his soul in faith 
and love to the Lord—he said, “Litsi, I am 
melting! My head burns. Let us go out and 
get cooled in the open air.” 

She warned him not to go, as she hea 
voices whispering under the veranda. He 
answered a little wildly, “I am not afraid to 
die. The white men spoiled my head. Let 
me die.” 

As he crossed the door, a ball crashed 

To page 19 
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How Westclox Scotty Was Redeemed 


By ELLSWORTH H. RANDALL 


WAS a balmy morning when I set out 
with the tractor to mow hay in the big 
valley field far back on the ranch. The sun 
was just peeping over the rim of the valley. 
Soon the knife was set down in the tall 
grass, and the whirr of the sickle was music 
to my ears. 

I was all alone out there, far away from 
people, and I began to think of the blessings 
we have from God in exchange for our un- 
faithfulness and carelessness. I thought how 
the Holy Spirit and our guardian angel are 
ever by us to comfort and encourage us. 

Now going around and around a large 
hayfield makes time go slowly. I was begin- 
ning to get thirsty, and the sun was climbing 
high. I reached for my trusty Westclox Scotty 
watch to see what time it was. But I didn’t 
seem to feel the fob. I looked down at my 
belt. There was no fob and no watch! Then 
I saw the reason. There was a hole in the 
bottom of the pocket! 























I thought, “I am surely glad it was the 
little Westclox Scotty that was lost, instead 
of an expensive watch,” for how could I ever 
find a watch in a forty-acre hayfield! It prob- 
ably would be covered up with hay, and I 
would never find it. If I did, it certainly 
would be a miracle. 

Unhappy, I kept on mowing. Then it oc- 
curred to me how sad Mother would be when 
I told her the news. She tried so hard to 
keep all the holes in our clothes patched, 
and she would feel terrible when she learried 
it was through a hole she hadn't patched 
that my watch was lost. It was now that I felt 
like making a covenant with God. 

I said, “God, I know You realize that 
Mother will feel very bad about this, and fur- 
thermore, that watch cost $3.98. I will only 
have to go and buy another one if I can’t 
find this one, and that money could have 
been used for something else. So if You will 
help me find Westclox Scotty, everyone will 
be happy and I will put the 
$3.98 in the mission offer- 
ing, where I know it is 
needed.” 

Well, the next time 
around the field, in exactly 
the same spot, it happened. 
I looked far across the field 
on the hillside and saw the 
sun reflected from some- 
thing shiny. 

I thought, ‘‘No, it 
couldn't be! It must be a 
tin can! Yet, could it be 
possible that God has an- 
swered my prayer?” I 
stopped the tractor, walked 

To page 19 


Looking back across the field, 
| saw a bright reflection from 
something lying on the hillside. 
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CAMP TIME IS NEARLY HERE! 








BOYS IN A HURRY 


OHN was racing down the road on his 

bike when he passed Bill’s house. “Come 
and play catch,” Bill shouted at him. 

“Can't,” answered John, not slowing 
down. “Got to mail "and he was gone. 

John was not famous for his speed, 
usually. In fact, this sudden rushing was so 
unusual that Bill said, “I'm going to see 
what's up,” and jumping on his bicycle, 
started pell-mell after John. He caught up 
with him by a mailbox. 

“What's all the rush?” he asked. 
day's too warm for this kind of speed.” 

“I wouldn't be rushing if it was cold,” 
said John. 

“Explain yourself,’ demanded Bill. 

“If it wasn’t warm, it wouldn’t be sum- 
mer,” said John. “But because it’s warm, it 
is summer, and that means camp time is 
nearly here. And I’ve been rushing to mail 





“The 


my application so I can go to summer camp.” 

“Summer camp!” exclaimed Bill. “We've 
got lots of time till then.” 

“No, sir,” said John. “There are only a 
few more days to get our application blanks 
in, according to what it says on mine.” 

“Well, I'd better hurry,” said Bill. “I sure 
want to go. Where can I get a blank?” 

“I got mine from the schoolteacher,” said 
John. “But you can get one from the Sab- 
bath school leader or the pastor.” 

“Well, here goes,” said Bill. “I sure don’t 
want to miss any of the fun.” And he was 
off in a cloud of dust to get his application 
blank and mail it in, too. 

Some of the fun Bill didn’t want to miss 
is shown in these pictures, taken at Tar 
Hollow, the summer camp for Ohio, directed 
by Elder Warren Wittenberg. Do you need 
to hurry to get your application in? 





MARVIN H. REEDER PHOTOS 
Counselors in the Battle 
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of the Canoes at the water festival held during the teen-age camp. 








Colorful flag-raising cere- 
monies mark the start of 
each day at summer camp. 


One of the campers uses a 
power jigsaw te cut out 
a design in a craft class. 


A clown tumbles from the 
board during Tar Hollow’'s 
teen-age water festival. 


Campers often get unusual 
opportunities. These girls 
are learning hew to print. 

















“There'll be a way,” said Dad 


when we needed 





SHOES FOR ANNE'S GRAD 
@ 


om I can manage her dress all right,” 
Mom said that Wednesday afternoon in 
late May of 1929. I watched her smooth out 
Aunt Louise’s old long white formal with 
the little pink roses scattered over it on the 
kitchen table. She picked up the scissors. “But 
what in the world will she do for shoes?” 

“There'll be a way,” Dad told her in a low 
voice. “I know there'll be a way.” 

“Oh, you’re forever saying that.” Mom 
frowned at Dad from the end of the table, 
where she stood bending over the dress. “Ever 
since we moved into town from the farm, 
you've been saying it. But there just hasn’t 
been much of a way for anything—yet!” 
She slashed into the silk dress at the waist- 
line and cut the top clear off. 

“You've spoiled it, haven’t you?” I couldn't 
help squealing a little even though Mom 
was always telling me not to. 

“If I’m to make Anne's graduation dress 
out of it, I have to cut it up!” Mom said. 

Anne was my sister, and she was graduat- 
ing from eighth grade the following week— 
that is, if Mom got Aunt Louise’s dress made 
over into one for her—and if Dad could 
buy her some shoes. It seemed to me we'd 
have been better off living out on the farm. 
But Dad told me he couldn't make it go any 
longer. It seemed as though when we lived 
on the farm we didn’t need much money; 
we had so many other nice things. 

“We'll never forget 1929!” Dad said so 
many times after we'd had our farm sale and 
moved into town the first of March. “Good 
thing you're not old enough to graduate yet,” 
he said to me. He pushed his fingers through 
his hair and squashed down in his big old 
chair. I was just ten years old then. I suppose 
I never really realized how much he and 
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Mom worried about things that year. If I had 
known, maybe I would have tried harder 
to help. 

Anne was lots prettier than I. Her hair was 
light yellow and shiny, but mine was dark 
brown. I liked to brush her hair and watch 
the curls stick tight around the brush when 
I held it away from her head. 

“Oh, my dress will be beautiful, Mom!” 
she said when she saw how much had been 
done by the time she got home from school 
that afternoon. “I know all 
the girls will love it, and 
when I get some—” Along 
about there she stopped. 
She looked over at Dad. 
Then at Mom and me. We 
all knew she was thinking 
about new slippers. 

“The dress will be aw- 
ful nice!” I said real loud 
to nobody special and ran 
outdoors. 

The little town is lovely, 
I thought to myself. I 
walked out and sat down 
on the front porch steps. 
Sure, the town is nice, I 
guess, but I wish I could 
climb on a pony and take 
a long slow ride and think 
like I used to do on the 
farm when things didn’t 
go right. I heard Dad in 
the basement, where he 





We thought Anne looked pretty 
in her graduation dress—if 
only she had different shoes! 











































ADUATION 


. 


By GRACE V. SCHILLINGER 


had rigged up a harness repair shop. At the 
corner of the house we had one rosebush 
and the smell made me think of the big bed 
of roses Mom grew in the country. 

What would Anne do for shoes! Mom 
had only a few dollars left in her brown 
pocketbook. She'd need the money to buy 
flour so she could bake bread. She had told 
the women at church that she did remodel- 
ing on ladies’ clothes, and she'd got a few 
dresses to fix for some rich folks. But most of 








the ladies preferred to do their own sewing. 

If Dad could only find a job. Just any 
kind of job. He wasn’t fussy; he’d work at 
anything. 

“Jean! Where are you?” Mom called 
from the kitchen door. “Will you go over to 
Jacksons and get a dozen eggs?” 

“Sure, I'll go,” I said and began wondering 
how we'd eat the eggs that suppertime. We'd 
brought what was left of last summer's 
canned tomatoes in with us from the farm, 
a few sacks of home-grown potatoes, and 
a few cans of fruit. But the fruit had gone 
in a hurry, so we ate potatoes, tomatoes, and 
eggs almost every day. Mom cooked those 
three things as many different ways as she 
could find in her cookbooks, then she made 
up recipes of her own. 

Every day since the first week in March 
Dad tried to find work. Everyone told him, 
“Hard times. No work now. Maybe later.” 
Now and then a farmer brought in a little 
harness to be repaired or oiled, but the pay 
wasn’t much. We all knew we'd never for- 
get the year 1929. 

Here it was almost the last day in May. 
Anne would graduate next week. If she had 
some shoes. Oh, sure, she had a pair of black 








oxfords that she wore to school every day, 
and they didn’t look bad if they were shined 
up. But just for everyday. Not with the pretty 
new dress Mom was making from Aunt 
Louise's. 

At supper that night Mom said to Dad, 
“Why don’t you walk uptown after sup- 
per?” She handed the deviled eggs to me, 


PWD LIA SI SD I IDI I II IID SSI SIS 





JIBBS 


By MAURICE HILL 


When Jibbs, my kitten, starts to miaow, 

She says, "! want my dinner now!" 

But after Kitty's meal is done, 

| know it's time to have some fun, 

For the world is gay to my little Jibbs 

With a saucer of milk between her ribs. 

When Jibbs has chased her tail for an hour, 

Or played with her shadow, or chewed up a 
flower, 

She always comes, and jumps in my lap, 

Content to purr, content to nap. 
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and I passed them on to Anne. “Maybe— 
maybe you might hear of some work.” 

“Might as well,’ Dad said and smiled a 
little bit. “All the farmers come in to town 
on Wednesday night, might hear of some- 
thing.” 

But at breakfast the next morning— 
with poached eggs—the report was the 
same: no work. 
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The days went on slowly. Mom finished 
the dress, and it looked like the big old wild 
crabapple tree on the farm when it bloomed, 
all fluffy and pink and white. When Anne 
tried it on I felt all tight in my neck, it was 
so pretty on her. 

But Anne’s black oxfords. They spoiled it 
all! 

Her shoes didn’t look bad with her dark 
green Sunday school dress. The last Sunday 
in May—that’s when the good idea came to 
me. Our lesson in Sunday school was take 
from Matthew. It came my turn, and I rea 
the nineteenth and twentieth verses in chap- 
ter eighteen. 

“Again I say unto you, That if two of 
you shall agree on earth as touching any thing 
that they shall ask, it shall be done for 
them of my Father which is in heaven.’” 
That was the nineteenth verse. 

“‘For where two or three are gathered 
together in my name, there am I in the 
midst of them.’” That was the twentieth 
verse, and I read it through without making 
any mistakes at all. 

“Those two verses are about prayer,” our 
teacher explained to the class. “If we gather 
together in the name of God, asking for 
good things, if it is His will, we will receive 
them.” 

“Anything?” I asked quickly. 

“Any good thing, especially if it’s for 
someone else,” she said. 

After she said that I could hardly sit still. 
A pair of white slippers for Anne. That 
would be a good thing. And it wasn’t for 
me! God wouldn’t want her to get up in 
front of everybody with a dress that looked 
like apple blossoms, wearing a pair of black 
shoes. I just knew He wouldn't. 

At the dinner table I told Mom and Dad 
about praying for some slippers for Anne. 
For some reason both sniffled a little, smiled 
at me some, and patted Anne’s hand. I felt 
silly. 

But all that afternoon I thought about 
those two Bible verses. They must be true. 
They'd have to be true or they wouldn’t be 
in the Bible. Before I went to bed I told 


She 


we 


hugged me tight and _ whispere 

Where two or three are gathered together 
in my name, there am I in the midst of 
them.’” When Mom said a Bible verse it 
sounded like a song. How good and warm it 
seemed with her arms around me. “Dad and 
To page 16 
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COURTESY OF THE AUTHOR 


“What of your talent, my brother? 

Do you faithfully use it each day? 

For if you should neglect or abuse it, 
Then from you God will take it away.” 


| an was the chorus of a hymn Nancy 
heard in church one day. It was new to 
her and made a deep impression on her 
mind. The chorus, repeated several times, 
became fixed in her memory and encour- 
aged her to be more faithful studying her 
music lessons. She loved music, which 
seemed to be her talent, and she did not 
want to neglect it nor have it taken away 
from her. 

When eleven years old, Nancy gave her 
heart to God and was baptized. It was her 
purpose to spend her life in the Lord’s 
service and that her talent be dedicated to 
Him. When her education was completed 
she became a teacher of music in a Chris- 
tian school. 

Nancy’s brother, Ted, showed very early 
in life where his talent lay. When only 
two years old, one of his favorite pastimes 
was trying to draw pictures, and for long 
periods, he would amuse himself with pen- 





WHAT 
of Your 
TALENT? 








By ETHEL RAY PAGE 


cil and paper. As he grew older he wanted 
his pictures to be brightly colored like the 
ones in his picture books, so he began ask- 
ing for colored pencils. 

Through boyhood days Ted developed 
his talent by painting water-color sketches, 
carving little figures from the soft sand- 
stone which he found along the banks of 
ditches, and molding objects of clay. He 
also was baptized early in life and it was 
his ambition to bring happiness into peo- 
ple’s homes by painting beautiful pictures. 
When he became a young man, a university 
course in art prepared him for his lifework. 
Today he is a successful artist in the Mid- 
dle West, famous for lovely pictures like 
the one shown here. This was the result of 
faithfully using his talent. 

As tools unused become rusty, so does 
the mind; a garden, uncared for, soon be- 
comes smothered in weeds; so a_ talent, 
neglected or abused, withers and dies. But a 
talent used becomes brighter and sharper 
each day and ever more useful in the 
Master's service. 

What of your talent, young friend? 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
s. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


ind gir 


Mickey Maddox, age 10. 885 West 1400 North, 
Provo, Utah, U.S.A. Drawing. 

Albert Malunes, age 11. "1939 Leveriza Street, 
Pasay City, Philippine Islands. Basketball, baseball, 
cycling. 

Janice Hare, Minto, New Brunswick, Canada. 
Music, swimming, skating, reading, painting, collect- 
ing photos. 

Hermine Williams, age 15. Coley Ville P.O., Ja- 
maica, British West Indies. Drawing, reading, hand- 
work, 

Victor B. A. Nettey, age 14. Aggrey Secondary 
School, P.O. Box 189, Cape Coast, Ghana, Africa. 
Stamps, art, crafts, reading. 

Joseph Odartey Lamptey, age 16. Aggrey Sec- 
ondary School, P.O. Box 189, Cape Coast, Ghana, 
Africa. Stamps, photography, art, crafts, reading. 

Christina Auber, age 13. 16 Hospital Quarters, 
Johore Bahru, Malaya. Stamps, leaves, reading, piano, 
cooking, nature pictures. 

Katherine Wallace, age 12. P.O. Box 39, Lebanon, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Horses, hiking, camping. 

Janet Werth, age 13. 529 4th Street, S.E., James- 
town, North Dakota, U.S.A. Sports, sewing, clarinet, 
drawing. 








Shoes for Anne’s Graduation 
From page 14 


I will talk it over,’ she said. “We'll think of 
something.” 

The next morning when Anne and I 
came into the kitchen Dad said, “We're 
going to have a prayer meeting in the har- 
ness shop this morning after breakfast. We'll 
all four of us be there together.” He smiled 
at Mom, and somehow | felt all right about 
the slippers. We'd pray for them. 

We went into Dad’s harness shop a few 
minutes before Anne and I left for school. 

“You start,’ Dad told Mom, and I was 
glad Mom would do the praying because 
Dad is kind of softhearted or something and 
always snifflzs when anything important or 
sad or happy goes on. 

Mom started by reading the same two 
verses from the Bible that I had read in 
Sunday school. “Now,” she said, “we'll join 
hands.” The little basement windows were 
open, and I heard a wren singing on the 
clothesline and I smelled the pink roses. 
Dad's tools and the pieces of harness mixed 
in with the smell of the black harness oil in 
the big dipping tank. When I shut my eyes, 
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waiting for Mom to begin praying, I almost 
thought we were out in the farm shop where 
Dad fixed things. 

“Our heavenly Father,’ Mom started in, 
“we are asking for a good thing. Please let 
Dad find some work to do. We do need it so 
much. Thank You, Lord. In the name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy 
Ghost, Amen.” That’s the way Mom always 
prayed. She always thanked God even before 
she got anything she prayed for. 

When Anne and I went out I heard Dad 
say, Now, I'm going out to look for work. I'll 
be back when I find it.” His words didn’t 
sound wobbly and afraid any more. It 
seemed he knew he would find work. 

He wasn’t there when we sat down to the 
noon meal. But just before Anne and | 
started back to school for the afternoon he 
dashed in the front door. 

“I've got good news!” he shouted, and his 
blue eyes were squinched up so much | 
could hardly see them. We waited a minute 
to hear about it. 

“I walked uptown this morning, but it 
was the same old story everywhere | asked. 
No work in town. So I thought I'd walk out 
to where we used to live. Mr. Rutledge, 
remember him? He's a big farmer and feeds 
lots of cattle. 1 stopped and asked for a job— 
any kind. He said his hired man had quit 
and left him with loads of work. ‘Would you 
haul manure out onto the fields?’ he asked 
me, and I said, ‘Sure, I would.’ ‘Fine,’ he said. 
‘Il asked one man in town to do it, but it 
wasn't the kind of work he wanted.’ ” 

“When do you 2” Mom wanted to 
know. She twisted her hands in her apron. 

“Wait till you hear this! He wants us to 
move out onto his farm in his tenant house. 
We'll live in the country again. I'll work 
hard and maybe—why, who knows? Maybe 
we'll live on a place of our very own again 
some day!” 

He sounded so happy I knew everything 
would turn out fine. Anne would get the new 
slippers. She would look pretty as a bunch 
of apple blossoms. We'd live out in the coun- 
try again, maybe there would be a pony to 
ride, and there wouldn’t be lots of other 
houses real close to ours. Without even 
knowing it we took hold of hands, same as 
we had down in Dad’s harness shop that 
morning. 

“Didn't I tell you there’s always a way?” 
Dad said. “Now let’s kneel down again 
and thank the dear Lord for what He's done.” 
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The Swim at Hidden Lake 
From page 5 


Dad smiled. “Thanks, son,” he. said. 


B-B laughed nervously. “I guess I made 
quite a speech.” 

Dad grinned, “Sometimes speeches are 
important.” 

Then it was time for bed. As they headed 
up the stairs B-B smiled unconsciously. 

It had really been one grand day. 


The Last Day of School 
From page 3 


Fred wasn’t sure about it. “What will Mr. 
Willmore say?” he queried. 

The others laughed. “Oh, we'll get back 
long before the whistle blows. Anyway, he 
can't punish a whole school of boys!” 

At this they all laughed and shouted, 
“Come on! Let’s go.” 

Of course, if Fred had only looked in 
Mother’s Bible he would have read this: 
“Thou shalt not follow a multitude to do 
evil” (Exodus 23:2). 

But Fred hadn't read this text, and even 
if he had, he might not have thought this 
adventure very evil anyway. 

So off they went. Down the slope from 
the school they ran. On the main road they 
paired up, holding each other's hands be- 
hind their backs. It did look fine—thirty 
pairs of boys trotting along and enjoying 
themselves immensely. They soon turned 
up a shady lane. How thrilling it was! Birds 
singing. Blue skies. And in the meadow on 
the left some sheep were grazing. This was 
fun! 

Then the procession of trotting boys 
turned to the right, down the slope, past 
some cottages, to the bridge over the stream. 
Here they paused to watch the babbling 
stream chuckle on its way to the reservoir in 
the distance. 

Next they walked up the stony path to 
James’s farm, and as they crossed the farm- 
yard they walked quietly—for fear of dis- 
turbing the dogs. 

Once away from the farm, they trotted off 
again and were soon in a beautiful lane 
where wild roses grew and where—later in 
the year—they would come to pick large, 
juicy blackberries, 


But now they were getting near the 
school again, and some of the boys began to 
look quite sober. Would they be in time— 
or ? What if the whistle had already 
blown? 

“But he can’t punish the whole school!” 
called the older boys, and most of the fel- 
lows laughed. 

So up the slope to the school. There was 
not a soul on the playground—all the girls 
had gone inside. 

The first few boys walked quietly into the 
school, but were met by Mr. Willmore, 
who immediately ordered them out again. 

Something unpleasant was coming— 
everyone realized that. But surely he 
wouldn't spoil the pleasure of such a happy 
day—the last day of school. 

They soon found out. 

“Line up, boys!” shouted Mr. Willmore, 
and sixty boys stood in a long line in the 
playground. 

Out came the dreaded cane! 

“Hands out, boys!” And then he started. 

Number one—whack! 

Number two—swish! 

Number three—whack! 

Number four—swish! 

And so he went—right down the whole 
line, and now it was Fred’s turn. Ouch! 
What a stinger! Boys were shaking and 
blowing their hands. Now it was nearly over. 

Fifty-seven—whack! 

Fifty-eight—whack! 

Fifty-nine—swish! 

Sixty—whack! 

At last it was over and everybody breathed 
easily. But not for long. 

“Hands out again!” Could it be possible? 
It was! 

Mr. Willmore started on his return jour- 
ney. 

All the way back again he came—whack! 
whack! swish! swish! 

Fred's turn again. Ouch! Dear, oh, dear! 
Why had he gone on such a wild chase? 
And | don’t think he was the only boy who 
asked himself that question on that never- 
to-be-forgotten last day. 

When it was all over, the boys went back 
into the school until the teacher finally dis- 
missed them. 

Then they all went home nursing their 
stinging hands and remembering very 
clearly that being one of a large crowd 
hadn't saved them from punishment that 
day. 





MAY 29, 1957 { 17 











You may loek up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


A Bible Square 


By VIRGINIA B. WEDDLE 
. Third son of Adam 
. Son of Isaac 
. The end of a bird 
. Body of a ship 


PWN 


Ravens 


By PHYLLIS SOMERVILLE 


Te cccsssmne SENt a raven from the ark. Gen. 8:7. 
2. A raven fed ............. by the brook. 1 Kings 17:4. 
Bh cassis declared ravens unclean for food. Lev. 11: 


oS. 

4. God asked the question of ............... “Who provid- 
eth for the raven his food?” Job 38:41. 

5. nuumme Sid, “Consider the ravens: for they nei- 
ther sow nor reap.” Luke 12:24. 


Bible Prisoners 


By LOIS SNELLING 


Each of the Bible characters in the first column was 
a prisoner at one of the places in the second column. 
Do you know which place? 


1.. Daniel (Dan. 1:1-6) A. Philippi 
2. Silas (Acts 16:12-23) B. Babylon 
3. Samson (Judges 16:21) C. Rome 

4. Paul (Acts 28:16) D. Jerusalem 
5. Simeon (Gen. 42:24) E. Gaza 

6. Peter (Acts 12:4-12) 


F. Egypt 


What Book Am 1? 


By VIOLET M. ROBERTS 


1 am a book of the Old Testament containing the 
wise sayings of such men as Solomon. 

My name has eight letters. 

My first five letters mean “to test by an experi- 
ment.” 

My 2d, 3d, 4th, and 5th letters describe a 
“rambling walk.” 

My 3d, 4th, 5th, and 6th letters refer to a 
word meaning “above.” 

My 4th, 5th, 6th, 7th, and 8th letters spell a 
“part of speech.” 


Who Was He? 


By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was plowing with twelve yoke of oxen when 
a great prophet came by and cast his mantle upon 


im. 

He followed the prophet and became his servant 
for about ten years. 

Once when a group of little children mocked him, 
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two she bears came out of the woods and wounded 
fory-two of them. 

He helped a widow, whose sons were about to be 
sold into slavery, to pay her debt by multiplying her 
supply of oil. 

He cured a famous man of leprosy, raised a young 
man from the dead, caused a whole army to be 
smitten with temperary blindness, and did many other 
miracles. 

After he was dead and buried, a dead man, whose 
body was let down into his sepulcher and touched 
his bones, came back to life. 

See 1 Kings 19:19; 2 Kings 2 to 13. 


Bible Crossword 


By MRS. HAZEL WILSON 

Across: 
1. Boy’s name 
2. Girl’s name 
3. Bird Noah sent out of ark (Gen. 8:7) 
4. Masculine name 
5. The devil 
6. “The nobleman saith unto him, Sir, come down 

wusssmnennen MY Child die.” (John 4:49) 
7. What Dorcas could do well (Acts 9:39) 


Down: 


1. “Consider the ravens: for they neither sow .......... 
reap.” (Luke 12:24) 


















































2. Period of time 
3. He killed Goliath (1 Sam. 17:51) 
4. Before 
5. Titles 
6. Minerals 
7. “Nevertheless we, according to his promise, look 
_ pete heavens and ai ............... earth, wherein 
dwelleth righteousness.” (2 Peter 3:13) 
I 2 3 
2 
3 oe 5 
4 
5 6 c 
6 
7 
ANSWERS 
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How Westclox Scotty Was 
Redeemed 


From page 9 


across the field, and sure enough, there was 
my little Westclox Scotty, fob and all! 

On the way back my soul welled up and 
tears of both joy and guilt came to my eyes 
—joy for knowing that God recognizes and 
helps us in even our little needs, and guilt 
because of the unfaithfulness we show to- 
ward Him. This little lesson was proof to 
me that Christ by His angels is beside us 
continually and will point the way out to 
us if we will let Him. And if God would help 
find a lost watch, how eager He must be to 
help find lost souls. 

Needless to say, the price of Westclox 
Scotty went into the mission offering the 
very next Sabbath. 





The Story of Mungaw and Nasi 
From page 8 


through him, and he fell dead. We took the 
mother and her children away to the mission 
house; and next morning they buried the 
remains of poor Mungaw under the floor of 
his own hut, and enclosed the whole place 
with a fence. It was a sorrowful close to so 
noble a career. I shed many a tear that I 
ever took him to Australia. What will God 
have to say to those white fiends who 
poisoned and maddened poor dear Mungaw? 

After a while the good Queen Litsi was 
happily married again. She determined to 
go to Tanna and help convert the tribe to 
which Nasi—the man who killed Mungaw 
—belonged; and when opportunity came, 
she went and stayed many years, doing a 
good work for God. 

Nasi was a bad and dangerous character. 
During a severe illness that befell him, I 
ministered to him regularly, but no kind- 
ness seemed to move him. Just before I left 
Aniwa, I went specially to visit him. On 
parting I said, “Nasi, are you happy? Have 
you ever been happy?” 

He answered gloomily, “No! Never.” 

I said, “Would you like this dear little 
boy of yours to grow up like yourself, and 
lead the life you have lived?” 

“No!” he replied warmly. “I certainly 


_ would not.” 


“Then,” I continued, “you must become 





a Christian, and give up all your heathen 
conduct, or he will grow up to quarrel and 
fight and murder as you have done; and, 
O Nasi, he will curse you through all 
eternity, for leading him to such a life and 
to such a doom!” 

He was very much impressed, but made 
no response. After we had sailed, several of 
our young native Christians got together 
and talked about Nasi. They said, “We 
know the burden and terror that Nasi has 
been to our dear Missi. We know that he 
has murdered several persons with his own 
hands, and has taken part in the murder of 
others. Let us unite in daily prayer that the 
Lord will open his heart and change his 
conduct.” 

So they began to show him every possible 
kindness, and one after another helped him 
in his daily tasks, embracing every oppor- 
tunity of pleading with him to yield to Jesus 
and take the new path of life. At first he 
repelled them, and sullenly held aloof. But 
their prayers never ceased, and their patient 
affection continued to grow. At last, after 
long waiting, Nasi broke down, and cried to 
one of the teachers, “I can oppose your Jesus 
no longer. If He can make you treat me like 
that, I yield myself to Him and to you. | 
want Him to change me too. I want a heart 
like that of Jesus.” 

He rubbed off the ugly, thickly-daubed 
paint from his face; he cut off his long 
heathen hair; he went to the sea and 
bathed, washing himself clean, and then he 
came to the Christians and dressed himself 
in a shirt and a kilt. 

The next step was to get a book—his 
was the translation of the Gospel according to 
St. John. He eagerly listened to everyone 
who would read bits of it aloud to him, and 
his soul seemed to drink in the new ideas at 
every pore. He attended the church and 
the school most regularly, and could in a 
very short time read the Gospel for himself. 
The elders of the church took special pains 
in instructing him, and after due prepara- 
tion he was admitted to the Lord’s table— 
my brother missionary from Tanna baptiz- 
ing and receiving him. Imagine my joy on 
learning all this regarding one who had sul- 
lenly resisted my appeals for many years, 
and how my soul praised the Lord who is 
“mighty to save!” 

During a visit to Aniwa in 1886 God's 
almighty compassion was further revealed 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


X—THE CONVERSION OF SAUL 


(JUNE 8) 


MEMORY VERSE: “What things were gain to 
me, those I counted loss for Christ’ (Philip- 
pians 3:7). 

SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of Saul’s conversion in Acts 
9:1-31. 

Learn the memory verse. Who spoke these 
words? What did he mean by them? 


SUNDAY 
Mission to Damascus 


Open your Bible to Acts 9. 

For the third time we hear about Saul—the 
Saul who had had a part in the stoning of 
Stephen and had wrought havoc in the Chris- 
tian churches. How are his feelings toward the 
Christians described in verse 1? 

“Breathing out threatenings and slaughter” 
seems to describe someone so full of hatred and 
fury that one could almost see his feelings. 

Saul was a Jew, educated in the highest 
schools of the Jews. He was a citizen of Tarsus— 
a university city of Cilicia, a province on the 
northern shores of the Mediterranean. This 
made him a Roman by birth, and gave him 
privileges that other Jews did not have. He 
was described as a promising young man, and 
the Jews had hopes that he would be a stanch 
supporter of the ancient faith of Israel. For his 
part in the stoning of Stephen he was made a 
member of the Sanhedrin—a high honor for 
one as young as he. 

The voice of God had long been speaking 
to his heart. His heart had been greatly touched 
by Stephen’s courage but he steeled himself 
against every impression made by the Spirit. He 
became more bitter than ever as he pushed away 
the advances of the Holy Spirit to his heart. 

He had business in the city of Damascus in 
the region north of Galilee one day. The light 
of the gospel had penetrated even to that far 
city. Perhaps he could do something to stamp 
out this Christian faith there, he thought. He 
went to the priests. Find what he asked them for 
in verse 2. 

The priests were only too glad to give him 
such letters, of course. 
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For further reading: The Acts of the 
tles, p. 112, par. 1; p. 113, pars. 2, 3. 

THINK how evil people become 
resist the Holy Spirit as Saul did. 

Pray that you will yield always to the Holy 
Spirit speaking to your own heart. 


MONDAY 
An Interrupted Journey 


Open your Bible to Acts 9. 

The beautiful fertile valley of Damascus with 
its orchards and lovely gardens lay before the 
tried travelers. The long journey was almost at 
its end. Suddenly a strange interruption oc- 
curred. Read about it in verse 3. 

The light was so dazzling that Saul was un- 
able to stand up in its glare. He was struck to 
the ground. He could see nothing, but he 
heard a voice speaking. Find what the voice 
said to him in verse 4. 

“Who. art thou, Lord?” asked the stricken 
persecutor. It was a strange question, for while 


Apos- 


when they 


he asked who had spoken, he called Him 
“Lord’’! 

Read our Lord’s reply in verse 5. 

Blinded by the light though he was, Saul 


could see the image of Jesus. It was something 
he was never to forget all his life. 

“Into the darkened chambers of his mind 
there poured a flood of light, revealing the 
ignorance and error of his former life, and his 
present need of the enlightenment of the Holy 
Spirit.’—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 115. 

The One who had been his enemy was now 
his Lord. Read the question he asked that 
shows this change in Saul. Read also Christ's 
reply in verse 6. 

Saul’s companions were standing by, wonder- 
ing at these strange happenings. They had seen 
the light and heard a voice, but they were not 
able to understand what the voice was saying. 

When Saul stood up he still could not see. 
How did he proceed on his journey to Damas- 
cus? Read verse 8. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 116, pars. 2, 3; p. 117, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK! Jesus asked Saul, “Why persecut- 
est thou me?” Does that not show that He 


er | 





feels every injury to His children as if it were 
to Himself? 

Pray that you will not 
pricks,” as Saul did. 


“kick against the 


TUESDAY 
Days of Blindness 


Open your Bible to Acts 9. 

Verse 9 will tell you for how long Saul re- 
mained blind. 

Do you think Saul was unhappy because of 
his blindness? I don’t think he could have 
been. While he was unable to see physically, 
he was beginning to be able to see spiritually. 
He realized that to be physically blind was not 

nearly so bad as to be spiritually blind. 
There lived in Damascus a disciple of Jesus 
y the name of Ananias. In a vision the Lord 
spoke to this man. Read what He told him to do 
in verses 11 and 12. 

You can imagine the feelings of Ananias when 
he was told to go to the man who had been 
the Christians’ most zealous persecutor! A hard 
assignment indeed! Look in verses 13 and 14 
and see how he protested. 
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But Jesus did not release him from this as- 
signment. Read His words in verses 15 and 16. 

So Ananias went forth. He had been given the 
exact address, and he went without further 
questioning to the home of Judas in the street 
called Straight. Read what happened there in 
verses 17 and 18. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 121; p. 122, par. 1. 

THINK of the tremendous change that the 
Holy Spirit can make on the human heart. 

Pray for the Spirit to change things in your 
life that you may give glory to Him. 


WEDNESDAY 
A Champion Transferred 


Open your Bible to Acts 9. 

Saul had fasted and meditated and prayed 
during those three days of blindness. After the 
visit of Ananias he broke the fast. Then he went 
out to make new friends. Find who those friends 
were in verse 19. 

What a stir his conversion made! This man 


.so zealous in hunting out Christians, a Christian 


himself! The last person they expected to ac- 





While he was blind, Saul surrendered his life fully to Jesus. Then Ananias came and healed him. 
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cept those teachings he had hated! To the 
Christians it was wonderful news, but to the 
Jews it was devastating! 

“A general slain in battle is lost to his army, 
but his death gives no additional strength to 
the enemy. But when a man of prominence 
joins the opposing force, not only are his serv- 
ices lost, but those to whom he joins himself gain 
a decided advantage. Saul of Tarsus, on his way 
to Damascus, might easily have been struck dead 
by the Lord, and much strength would have 
been withdrawn from the persecuting power. 
But God in His providence not only spared Saul’s 
life, but converted him, thus transferring a 
champion from the side of the enemy to the side 
of Christ.”—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 124. 

Read how he transferred from the side of 
the enemy to the side of Christ in verses 20 and 
99 

For further reading: 
tles, p. 124, pars. 1, 3. 
THINK how Saul “changed sides.” 
RESOLVE to be always on the right side. 


THURSDAY 


The Acts of the Apos- 


A Narrow Escape 

Open your Bible to Acts 9. 

Yes, Saul had changed sides, and now the 
ones who had been his friends became his ene- 
mies. Saul’s life was in danger. So much so that 
a divine message came to him to go away into 
the desert for a while. This he did and here he 
commenced a new education. In the quietness 
and solitude he learned of God’s will for his 
life. He unlearned many of the things that he 
had learned, too. He was preparing for a new 
life of service. 

When he returned to Damascus the hatred 
the Jews had for him was still strong. They 
plotted to lie in wait for him at the gates of the 
city when he left. But the disciples learned of 
the plot. Read the thrilling story of his escape 
in verse 25. 

Saul made his way to Jerusalem to join the 
disciples there. But he was not given the wel- 
come he expected. Read verse 26 and see why. 

However, the Barnabas who had proved such 
a friend to the needy in the earlier days of the 
church came to his rescue. Read what he did 
in verse 27. 

And so the apostles welcomed him into their 
midst and he worked with them in Jerusalem. 
But then because of opposition by the Jews and 
because of a vision that was given him, the 
apostles took him to his home city of Tarsus 
until the trouble died down. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 128, par. 3; p. 129 

THINK how good it is “for us to have times 
of quietness when we can think about God’s will 
for us. 

RESOLVE 
meditate. 


to make more time in your life to 


FRIDAY 


Use these questions to check up on the lesson. 

1. Who was prominent in presecuting the 
early church? (Acts 9:1.) 

2. To what city did he set out with the in- 





tention of persecuting 
9:2.) 

3. What interruption occurred on the jour- 
ney? (Acts 9:3.) 

4. What conversation took place between Saul 
and the heavenly voice? (Acts 9:4-6.) 

5. For how long did Saul remain blind? (Acts 
9:9.) 

6. Who was sent to visit him and restore his 
sight? (Acts 9:10, 11, 17, 18.) 

7. Where did Saul go after his sight was re- 
stored? (Acts 9:19.) 

8. What did he immediately set out to do? 
(Acts 9:20.) 

9. Three years later after his period in the 
desert what plot was made against him in 
Damascus? (Acts 9:23, 24.) 

10. Where did Saul go from Damascus, of 


the Christians? 


(Acts 


with what difficulties did he meet there? (Act 
9:26-29.) 





The Story of Mungaw and Nasi 
From page 19 


to me, when I found that Nasi the mur- 
derer was now a Scripture reader, and able 
to comment in a wonderful and interesting 
manner on what he read to the people! On 
arriving at the island, after my tour in Great 
Britain (1884-85), all the inhabitants of 
Aniwa seemed to be assembled at the boat 
landing to welcome me, except Nasi. He 
was away fishing at a distance, and had been 
sent for, but had not yet arrived. On the 
way to the mission house, he came rushing 
to meet me. He grasped my hand, and kissed 
it, and burst into tears. I said, “Nasi, do I 
now at last meet you as a Christian?” 

He answered, “Yes, Missi, I now worship 
and serve the only Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ. Bless God, I am a Christian at last!” 

My soul went out with a silent cry, “Oh, 
that the men at home who discuss and 
doubt conversion, and the new heart, and 
the power of Jesus to change and save, 
could but look on Nasi, and spell out the 
simple lesson—He that created us at first by 
His power can create us anew by His love!” 

(To be continued) 
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KARI, the ELEPHANT, No. 5—By Harry Baerg 
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1. The large, beautiful tail of the strutting peacock 
hid the danger from him, and he did not see the 
clouded leopard till it pounced upon him. 2. When 
Kari was six months old he lost his milk tusks, which 
hardly showed anyway. He still nursed for another 











4. An elephant neither eats nor drinks through his 
trunk, but he uses it to put food and water into 
his mouth. Kari found that this flexible hand of his, 
which was made of muscle, tendons, and sinews, was 
very strong and useful. 5. When Kari was three years 


year and a half. 3. His trunk rapidly lengthened 
and straightened out, and the gray hair that covered 
his whole body was replaced by black hair that was 
not as dense. Fully grown elephants have only a few 
hairs on top of the head and a tuft on the tail. 
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old his mother had another calf, but he still followed 
her around. 6. More and more, however, he began 
chumming and playing with other young elephants 
in the herd. Elephants, like people, grow up slowly, 
and have a long childhood in which to play and learn. 





























7. In hot weather the elephants spent much time 
around the water, and Kari enjoyed giving himself a 
shower bath with his trunk. 8. Though Kari’s mother 
actually led the herd and decided where to go and 
what to do, there was also a big bull elephant that 
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ruled as king. He would allow no rivals, but he was 
growing old. 9. One day a giant bull elephant with- 
out tusks approached and challenged the old tusker’s 
authority. This “hine,” as a tuskless male is called, 
was a powerful animal well able to hold his own. 








